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Who Stole the Plg ?
There lived in tlie parish of Atildearn, in the good old

time, wvhen the good old customns llourir8hed. a ruther near-
going carie, whose sympathy with tfie c'istems of the day
-vas of a kind not altogether unknown iu the presont day-
ixamely, Le icliked te tak' but no te gie."1 Saunders was
about te kill a well-fed pig, which, uccording to his calcula-
tien, wvould satisfy his own porky desires for a consideruble
turne te corne; but if lie couformed to the eustoin of è;iving
this neighbor a nice Lit, and that neighbor a botter bit, bis
weIl-fed pig would soon disappoar. Saundors, therefore,
thought lie would tuke udvice on tho natter, and accordingly
constîltecl a clever, or ruther a wide-awake neighbor, who
advised Si.unders te kili the pig forthwvith, and lot everybody
knoiv thut ho was going te do so, and, added bis counsellor,
IYe can bing it in the cothouse a' uicht, an' ia thG morning

say soxuebody rau awu' w'<t through the nichit." This sage
advicc wss accordingly udopted. On the following moruing
Saunders wvas up Letimes and procedod te the outhouso te
reaxove tlxe pig, whea Io t te, the utt".r horror and bewilder-
mont of Saunders, his gruxupyship, was nowliere. to b-- seon.
As his counsellor duly appeared, Saundors, w<ith a long aud
ruefül countonauco, thus broke forth-z" lts awa t" 1"Ay,
Saunders,"1 replied the counsellor, 9"just say yo that *"I
ciBut" replied Saunders, ciit is really awa&, an' 1 dinnu ken
wbaur it'sgane tue."1 "The vor thing, Saunders,? said the
advisor, cithe vory thing; stick to thut, an' folk wiIl ho sure
to beliove you."l

Changcd by a Compliment.

<2ount Jaubert was wondorfully happy at repartee, and
lu bis sallues wus utterly indifferent as te, whetbor it wavs a
friend or au euemy who suffered. If, howaer, ho happened
te compromise bimsolf, ho Lad a happy kuackt of sottiug hixu-
self righit in a moment On one occasion,bhaving boen bighly
displeased with Marsbal Soult, ho mado the illustrious soldior
the butt of iunuxuerable opigrains. The murshal, hearing of
this ut one of Louis Philippe's roceptions, turned his back
upon the count just as ho was stepping forward te sa] nte him,
some thirty gentlemen Loing proeot.

ILMonsie ur le Marechal," said Count Jaubert, with the
utxnost -sang-froid, "I have Leeu teld you do not look upon
me ns eue of your friends. I'm delighted te find that there
is Do grouud for the rumor."

C.How 80, monsieur?2"
ccBecauso," repliod the ceunt, 'gyoU are notin the habit of

turning your buck te the onomy."
The marshal, it is perhaps needlcss te say, ut once beld

out bis baud te Count Ju:xbert.

A Non-Oormital Man Rewarcled.
Ou eue of Cupt. Morguu's voyages froxu Americu te Eng-

land, ho bad '<.nder bis cure a vcry attractive youWg lady, wbo
speedily distinguishod herseif by reducing five young gentle-
meu te the verge ef distraction. Sho wavs quite ready te
marry oee; but what could sho do with five ? Iu the exu-
barrausment ef ber riches she sought the captain, who, after
a minute's tbouglit, said-

ccIt's a fine. caixu day; suppose by accident yeu should
fall everboard; l'Il have a boat Ioe'ored te pick you up, and
yen can take the man '<ho loves you wellenough te jump
after you."1

This novel proposition met the Iudy's views, and the
programme wus uccordiugly carried eut, with the trifling
exception thut four of tho yong mou teok the plunge, and,
being pickedup by the boutI presentcd thomselvesa dripping
quirtettel on the dock of the ship. The object of their un-
daâixpned ardor, ne Ie.ss wet than theniselves, fied te ber
,robôxn and sent for the captain.

<Now, captain," cried she in despair, "wbat amn 1 te do'?"
"Ah, my deà:t," replied tue captain, <if yen want, a sen-

sible busband, just tahe the dry one"I-<hich sbe did.

A -woxnan may offer ini excuse for ber red nose that she
laces tee tightly, but 'vhat sball a man say?-Ezchonge. 0,
he.can ofer tuesame excuse. Heoe ts tee «tigbtlyllby
80 -lacinz hiniseif.

OHIIDREN'S CORNER.
o'<The Boy Who Would Sit Up."1

Rewudsit up,hoou stp
iNoatter what any one said:

This sud littie, bad littie, mad littie boy
Objected to go to bed.

Crows might wing their latest fligbt,
Sparrows cheep tho wvorld 49Good-niglht,"
And the sun iu western skies
tide 'neath quits of gorgeous dyes,
Yet the sorp of whom we tell,
At hint of bcd-tinie, would robel,
For he would sit up, Le would sit up,

.ýTo malter what auy one said;
This sad littl, L adl littie, mad littie boy

Objected to go te bed.

Tick! teck ! the kitchen-clock
Is busy couatiug nine,

The sand-man says: ILWere ail like you,
My job . -%ould resignu."

'lho crickets cbirp, and seexu to say:
"9This sitting up isjolly-hey?"
The firo is fading by degrees,

The nicon peeps ini, and hints: "YouWlI frosue,
You silly boy. Wflit pranks are these?
Ites cold enougli to malake me suceze."
Mice are scumporing up and dowu
The pautry shelves, no puss te, frown.

Tickt1 teck t Twclve, one, thon teo !
That boy's awake. His nose is blue,
is bauds are red, his eyes the saine;

The lamp burus with a feebie flame,
And e'en :ho crickets go to, sleep,
When bist 1 a voice that niakes thoxu creep,
So ghostly, 'tis so loud and deep.

99Tu-whit t Tu.-whoo!1
Now who are yen,

Queer littie chup, with nose se blke?I
Say cau't you sec
That uight's for me?"

The frigbter ed urchin screams "lBoo-boo 1"
And, looking round, be spies an owl
Perched ut bis elbow.

Sucli a foui
Preceeding drives bis wits away
He doseu't have et word to say ;
But bis compaulon, wiso, says he:-
cil'm glad le such good company.
Inquisitiveness tbough 1 hate,
Pruy what bas kept yeu up se late ?
What, neyer shall again? Goodrnighti"
The trembling boy yells wlth uffright,
And, scampcring te, bis cosy bed,
lu xnuffled t<>nes-quilts round his bead-
.1 No more lait- hours for mot1" ho said.

Now, be wonIt sit up, ho wou't sit up;
ILThoxxgh ow]s are fine," says ho,
ccYet te bave one te talk te, ail by yourself,
Is stupid company."1

She Will Needl Them no More.
Some days since a nian noticed a ragged little boot-blaclc

culling some bright blossoins from a bruised, and faded bou-
quet whicb a cliaxnbermaid had thrown from a chamber wiu-
dow jutethe ulley. <l'Wbat areyou doing with that bouquet,
my lad ?" usked the dissemriator~ 99Nawtbiug," waz the lad's
reply, ashe kept ouat his work. <'But do you -love flowerS
se wchl that you are villing te pick thexu ont of the rnud?"
991spose tbat's xny biznes%, aW' noue o' yonrn."1ý

ci'Oh, certainly, but yonu surely cannot expect to soUl thoÉe
faded flowers? VIccSel! leml ' who wants te sell 'cma? Ilm,
going te talc lem to M2I. "9Oh, ohl Lil's your sweethieat


